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I’d mourn the hopes that leave me. If thy smiles had left me too* I’d 
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Thus, when the lamp that lighted 
The traveller, at first goes out. 

He feels awhile benighted. 

And looks round, in fear and doubt 
But soon,the prospect clearing. 

By cloudless star-light on he treads 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 
As that light which Heaven sheds. 



































